Yak by Murawski, Elisabeth
CutBank 
Volume 1 
Issue 61 CutBank 61 Article 3 
Spring 2004 
Yak 
Elisabeth Murawski 
Follow this and additional works at: https://scholarworks.umt.edu/cutbank 
 Part of the Creative Writing Commons 
Let us know how access to this document benefits you. 
Recommended Citation 
Murawski, Elisabeth (2004) "Yak," CutBank: Vol. 1 : Iss. 61 , Article 3. 
Available at: https://scholarworks.umt.edu/cutbank/vol1/iss61/3 
This Poetry is brought to you for free and open access by ScholarWorks at University of Montana. It has been 
accepted for inclusion in CutBank by an authorized editor of ScholarWorks at University of Montana. For more 
information, please contact scholarworks@mso.umt.edu. 
Elisabeth Muramki
Y ak
Led to a bridge 
that fails to hold, 
down I go,
never to know 
your hand 
again. Falling,
my horn’s 
a letter in air, 
a turning
prayer wheel.
Tell me, master, 
o f trees
I’ve never seen, 
of what the wind does 
to leaves
and everything 
born. The sun bathes 
the snow, and you
cannot help.
I feel the cold 
splash
of the blue lake.
Your sacks of salt 
drag me under.
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